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erated, to accept the lessons of a primitive and crudely
constructed spinning wheel in the age of the atom
bomb.
The more realistic among us believed that we must
march with the times even if in the end we destroy
ourselves, for it is better to live in the moment and
live fully than to be out of tune with the surrounding
worlcL
While Gandhi lamented that everything seemed to
be going wrong in the land, there w*ere others who felt
rich in experiencing the thrill of attaining freedom,
whatever had been the cost. The rioting in Bombay
and Calcutta, with dead bodies strewn in the open
streets, presented an ugly picture of India in its first
blush ot freedom. But if one could dismiss the hap-
penings of the present and look upon the whole land
in its true perspective, remembering the servile past
and now looking squarely upon the present, one real-
ized how some secret magic had transformed the scene.
From a once static, dead and slothful continent, this
land of ours had awakened to reality and to life. A
new horizon appeared before us even though we were
unfamiliar with it* Our vision and our values had
changed. Uncomfortable in these new surroundings
and unaccustomed to using our newly found freedom,
we often appeared lost and made mistakes. We tried to
draw on our vast and primeval wells of tradition, cul-
ture and past glory to help us face situations which
were newr to us. We tried to rediscover the landmarks
of our ancient civilization which had been washed away.
Our experience of administration had been negligible.
We had only the experience of struggle to draw upon.
There was always our suffering from which we had
learned so much. Ahead of us was hope, but there was